Brenda  had  done  many  horrible  things,  over  her  lifespan,  in  pursuit  of  satisfying 
her  ravenous  apatite  for  human  flesh  but  none  of  these  could  compete  with  the  shear  scale 
of  today’s  harvest.  The  front  lawn  of  the  Loren  vile  all  girls  junior  high  school  was  littered 
with  al  least  15  young  children  of  varying  ages,  some  squatting,  some  sitting  on  the 
ground  and  all  moaning  and  wriggling  in  agony.  Scattered  around  these  children  were 
large,  pale  white,  rubber  dildols  seemingly  growing  up  from  out  of  the  grass.  This  might 
have  seemed  almost  hilarious  if  not  for  the  other  strange  occurrences  that  were  taking 
place  all  around  these  kids.  Other  girls  in  the  vicinity  of  the  dildol  field  seemed  to 
become  dizzy,  lose  their  balance  and  tumble  backwards  to  the  ground.  Amazingly, 
without  exception  every  one  of  them  landed  on  their  asses,  landing  right  on  top  one  of 
these  large  rubber  falaces.  The  bulbous  tip  of  these  rubberized  penises  would  rip  through 
seat  of  their  pants  or  simply  through  the  crotch  of  their  panties  beneath  their  skirts  and  the 
shear  weight  of  the  falling  girls  would  ram  the  knob  of  each  dildol  into  the  crack  of  their 
ass  cheeks  and  right  up  into  their  assholes.  With  a  shrill  scream  another  child  would  find 
herself  squirming  on  her  bum  in  the  grass  clutching  her  crotch.  The  whole  scene  seemed 
to  defy  all  explanation.  It  was  likely  the  shear  shock  of  witnessing  this  event  that  saved 
some  children’s  lives.  They  stopped  in  their  tracks  and  stared  dumbfounded  at  the 
carnage.  Had  these  girls  taken  a  few  more  steps  forward  they  would  have  been  in  the 
dildol  field  themselves  and  likely  would  have  been  wriggling  in  agony  right  along  with 
many  of  their  friends.  The  field  was  quite  large  in  size  covering  a  huge  area  in  front  of 
the  school  playground. 


Brenda  had  set  up  the  traps  during 
the  last  quarter  of  the  school  day,  between 
the  end  of  the  last  recess  and  the  final  bell. 
She  had  arranged  it  in  such  a  way  as  so  the 
obstacles  would  be  almost  impossible  to 
circumnavigate.  As  she  gazed  over  the 
carnage  she  could  not  help  feeling  a 
tremendous  sense  of  pride  and  satisfaction. 
This  was  working  out  splendidly.  The 
devices  where  performing  their  task 
perfectly.  She  was  going  to  be  able  to 
harvest  a  large  number  of  children  who 
attended  the  school  and  these  strange  falaces  protruding  up  from  the  ground  were  the 
means  by  which  the  young  victims  would  be  trapped.  Brenda  Wenslie  was  a  local 
cannibal  with  a  horrendous  appetite  for  human  flesh.  She  was  huge  and  powerful  and 
quite  ingenious  in  her  ability  to  manipulate  folks  with  subversive  thoughts  and  sheer 
terror.  Nobody  dared  to  challenge  her,  net  even  the  local  law  enforcement  agencies.  Until 
today,  she  had  captured  her  prey  in  ones  and  twos.  Occasionally,  she  might  break  into  a 
home  and  harvest  a  whole  family,  or  raid  a  small  day-care  center  for  a  half-dozen  little 
tikes  but  she  had  always  known  that,  eventually,  she  would  need  to  crank  up  the  quantity 
of  meat  collected  in  a  raid  for  the  sake  of  efficiency.  As  the  volume  of  human  meat  that 
she  consumed  grew  so  her  body  expanded  to  process  the  flesh  and  with  that  the 
requirement  of  more  meat  to  nourish  her  body. 


This  raid  had  taken  a  lot  of  time  to  plan  and  set  into  motion.  She  had  invented  the 
dildol  trap  as  the,  critical,  center  piece  of  the  whole  operation.  It’s  function  defied  logic 
because  it  relied  not  only  on  its  mechanical  properties,  but  also  on  Brenda’s  unique 
ability  to  manipulate  the  minds  of  large  groups  of  people  around  her.  Up  until  now  she 
had  only  perceived  her  unusual  ability  as  a  means  of  luring  her  victims  into  her  grasp  and 
causing  all  the  other  people  in  the  vicinity  to  completely  ignore  the  plight  of  her  prey.  It 
was  a  stroke  of  genius  when  she  suddenly  realized  that  she  could  use  her  metal  influence 
to  cause  large  groups  of  people  to  perform  very  precise  actions.  That’s  when  she  came  up 
with  the  concept  of  the  dildol  trap.  The  dildol  trap  is,  in  essence,  very  much  like  a 
fishhook.  Once  the  fish  bites  down  on  the  hook  it  can’t  let  go  of  it.  People  are  however 
smarter  than  fish  so  how  do  you  convince  a  large  group  of  people  to  bite  down  on  a  hook, 
especially  after  the  first  few  have  already  fallen  victim  to  it.  The  answer  is  that  you  take 
away  their  ability  to  avoid  biting  down  on  it.  As  people  enter  the  area  of  the  mine  field 
they  become  disorientated  and  lose  their  sense  of  balance,  causing  them  to  stumble  and 
fall  backwards.  Of  course,  if  they  just  fell  backwards  the  odds  of  them  landing  on  a  trap 
would  be  minuscule.  Thanks  to  Brenda’s  metal  influence,  however,  these  people  fall 
backwards  in  a  very  precise  way  landing  exactly  on  the  tip  of  the  trap  and  Whala,  another 
fish  hooked. 


Most  of  the  students,  not  already  caught  in  the 
traps,  were  just  trying  to  make  it  home  alive.  You  could 
hardly  blame  them  for  that.  If  it  wasn’t  bad  enough  that 
their  junior  high  school  had  be  targeted  for  a  major 
harvest,  but  add  to  that  the  fact  that  many  of  their 
friends  had  fallen  victims  to  the  dildol  traps  laid  out  in 
the  play  yard  caused  most  of  them  to  feel  overwhelmed 
with  guilt  and  confusion.  All  of  the  victims  were  still 
alive  and  in  agony,  begging  to  be  rescued  but  that  was  just  how  Brenda  had  intended  it  to 
be.  All  around  these  girls  were  other  traps  just  waiting  to  be  sprung  by  the  foolish  person 
who  thought  that  she  might  be  able  to  free  a  class  mate.  Any  attempt  to  intervene  on 
behalf  of  the  captured  prey  would  only  result  in  the  rescuer  getting  taken  as  well.  Just  cut 
your  loses  and  save  your  self.  That  was  the  smart  thing  to  do.  If  they  get  them  selves 
eaten  as  a  result  of  their  own  carelessness  that  is  no  reason  why  you  should  have  to  share 
their  fate  as  well. 

Of  course,  its  one  thing  to  understand  the  logic  of  a  situation  such  as  it  is,  but  it  is 
quite  another  to  ignore  the  desperate  pleas  of  friends  you  know,  whom  will  be  doomed  if 
they  are  not  somehow  freed  from  those  horrible  traps.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that,  at  least  the 
older  students  knew  this  full  well,  many  could  not  resist  the  urge  to  sprint  into  the  mine 
field  to  save  a  friend  or  sibling.  Most  never  got  close  before  falling  victim  to  one  of  the 
surrounding  devices  and  then  they  became  fresh  meat  as  well.  For  those  that  did  resist 
such  foolish  heroics,  carefully  navigating  around  the  field  of  traps  that  had  been  scattered 
across  the  school  grounds  required  complete  concentration  as  the  occasional  stray  dildol 
trap  was  often  hidden  amongst  bushes  and  flower  beds.  The  constant  screams  of  agony 
and  pleas  for  help  served  only  to  further  distract  them  from  their  efforts  to  spot  and  avoid 
these  treacherous  ambushes.  In  the  end  some  did  succeed  in  escaping  Brenda’s  larder  but 


they  were  few  in  the  overall  scheme  of  things  and  Brenda  was  quite  pleased  with  her 
take. 


Brenda  noticed  one  young  teacher  who  had  obviously,  in  a  moment  to  careless 

reaction,  darted  out  into  the  trap  field  to  try  and  help  one  of  her 
captured  students  only  to  fall  victim  of  a  dildol  trap  herself. 
Now  she  too  was  desperately  pleading  for  some  one  to  assist  in 
freeing  her.  No  one  else,  however,  was  proving  to  be  so 
careless.  No  doubt  she  was  as  good  as  meat  herself.  Brenda 
watched  as  the  young  woman  squatting  on  the  ground,  tried  to 
stand  up  and  raise  her  anus  up  off  of  the  shaft  of  the  dildol.  It 
looked  as  though  she  might  succeed  but  just  as  her  anus 
reached  the  foreskin  of  the  dildol  she  began  to  grunt  in  agony. 
Jennie  could  see,  The  teacher’s  anus  strained  as  the  she  tried  to 
stretch  her  asshole  over  the  cock  head  of  the  dildol.  The  harder 
she  tried  to  pull  her  anus  over  the  knob  of  the  stiff,  rubber  prick  trap  the  more  the 
foreskin  of  the  artificial  penis  expanded  like  an  umbrella.  Eventually,  the  young  teacher 
simply  couldn’t  withstand  the  pain  of  the  effort  and  collapsed  back  onto  her  ass  on  the 
ground  with  the  thick  shaft  of  the  dildol  thus  being  rammed  ruthlessly  up  her  poop-chute 
causing  her  to  scream  in  agony.  After  several  minutes,  spent  gasping  for  breath,  the  she 
repeated  this  tremendous  effort  again.  In  spite  of  the  tremendous  agony  she  had 
experienced  in  the  previous  effort,  she  knew  that  if  she  didn’t  escape  the  huge  cock  up 
her  ass,  she  would  be  doomed  to  be  eaten  alive.  Each  valiant  attempt  however  ended  the 
same  way  and  with  each  failure  she  literally  drove  that  huge  rubber  falace  back  up  her 
shit-hole  with  a  vengeance.  It  only  took  three  attempts  to  sap  her  of  all  of  her  energy  to 
struggle.  By  the  time  Brenda  came  to  harvest  her  she  would  be  so  exhausted  that  she 
would  have  absolutely  no  strength  left  to  resist.  It  really  was  an  ingenious  little  trap, 
perfect  for  capturing  young  women  alive  while  leaving  them  utterly  helpless.  Brenda  was 
filled  with  delight  at  the  success  of  her  perfect  human  fishhook. 

But  this  was  just  the  first  part  of  her  plan.  Between  watching  the  suffering  of  their 
fellow  students  in  the  mine  field  and  seeing  several  other  girls  falling  victim  to  the 
ambush  traps  as  they  attempted  to  circumvent  the  dildol  field,  many  of  the  children  chose 
to  stay  within  the  relative  safety  of  the  school  itself.  When  the  news  spread  across  town 
about  the  disaster  taking  place  at  the  school  grounds  many  parents  raced  to  the  scene  to 
try  to  rescue  their  children.  Women  of  all  ages  ran  to  their  little  ones  only  to  fall  victim  to 
the  same  fate  as  the  young  girls.  Even  firemen  and  police  officers  fell  to  the  traps  and 
eventually  it  became  terribly  clear  that  there  was  nothing  that  could  be  done  for  those 
trapped  within  the  minefield.  Brenda  watched  patiently,  from  her  hidden  vantage  point, 
until  it  was  clear  that  no  more  prey  would  fall  into  the  traps  and  then  she  simply  strolled 
up  to  the  minefield  and  wandered  right  into  it. 

It  was  nearly  Six  O’clock  when  Brenda  wandered  into  the  dildol  field  with  her 
arms  leaden  with  burlap  sacs.  As  she  had  been  the  source  of  the  effect  that  had  caused  all 
of  these  people  to  fall  on  the  traps  she  was,  herself,  immune  to  this  spell  and  able  to  move 
as  she  pleased  amongst  the  dildols.  Brenda  totally  ignored  the  grown  men  and  any  adult 


women  that  she  deemed  to  be  too  tough  and  shriveled  up  to  be  of  any  use  as  meat.  She 
harvested  the  prey,  roughly,  in  the  order  in  which  they  had  fallen  to  her  traps.  The  first 
victims  were  so  exhausted  by  their  efforts  to  escape  the  hook  that  they  could  no  longer 
offer  any  resistance  to  her  handling  what-so-ever.  Those  with  any 
strength  left  to  struggle  received  a  powerful  slap  across  the  back  of 
their  head,  which  instantly  stunned  them.  This  would  leave  them 
unconscious  and  thus  also  completely  helpless.  The  removal  the 
children  and  young  to  middle  age  women  from  the  rubber  penis  was 
preformed  in  a  shockingly  simple  manor.  Brenda  simply  leaned  over 
the  squatting  figure  and  inserted  her  index  finger  along  the  shaft  of 
the  rubber  dildol  up  into  the  prey’s  asshole.  The  woman  or  child 
groaned  in  agony  as  her  anus  was  stretched,  almost,  to  its  limit.  Then 
with  her  free  hand  gripping  the  victim’s  ass  cheek  she  lifted  the 
woman  of  child  up  off  the  dildol.  When  she  felt  the  foreskin  of  the  penis,  Brenda  simply 
placed  her  fingertip  over  the  edge  of  the  cock’s  knob  so  that  the  foreskin  could  not 
expand.  Then  giving  the  helpless  female’s  ass  and  extra  firm  tug  she  lifted  the  victim’s 
ass  right  off  the  rubber  dink,  its  head  exiting  the  anus  with  a  soft  but  audible  pop!  With  a 
tremendous  grunt  the  exhausted  prey  tumbled  over  into  the  grass.  Brenda  would  then 
grasped  the  woman  or  child  by  one  ankle,  lifted  her  fully  aloft  into  the  air  by  one  leg,  and 
lowered  her  into  a  huge  burlap  sack.  She  might  get  one  adult  and  a  very  young  girl  into  a 
single  bag.  If  there  were  only  children  in  the  sack  it  might  hold  as  many  as  three 
prisoners,  depending  on  their  age  and  size.  She  didn’t  bother  to  strip  them.  There  was  no 
need.  She  would  have  plenty  of  time  to  do  that  when  she  got  them  home.  Nobody  dared 
to  try  to  stop  Brenda’s  harvest.  They  were  simply  too  terrified  of  her.  A  few  mothers, 
seeing  this  as  the  last  chance  to  rescue  their  daughters  from  certain  doom,  chose  to  throw 
common  sense  to  the  wind  and  rand  screaming  into  the  minefield,  but  of  course  they 
never  stood  a  chance  and  only  succeeded  in  increasing  Brenda’s  take  of  the  day. 


Despite  how  efficiently  Brenda  harvested  her 
prey  it  was  almost  dawn  when  she  stuffed  the  last 
woman  into  a  burlap  sack  and  tied  it  shut  and  loaded  it 
into  a  large  conventional  truck  she  had  parked  long  the 
street.  She  left  many  men  and  older  women  squatting  in 
the  grass  on  the  dildols  upon  which  they  had  fallen.  As 
she  had  no  use  for  this,  low  quality,  meat  she  left  it 
behind  as  waste.  The  minefield  of  dildols  continued  to 
discourage  any  efforts  to  rescue  these  people  and  they  would  eventually  die  slowly  from 
dehydration  or  starvation.  Brenda  did  not  care  about  that,  however,  as  she  had  gotten 
exactly  what  she  had  wanted.  The  operation  had  been  a  complete  success  and  she  was 
going  home  with  a  whole  truck  load  of  fresh  prime  meat  that  would  last  her  for  months. 
She  would  always  take  pleasure  in  stalking  the  individual  morsel  when  the  mood  took  her 
but  now  she  had  a  method  to  catch  quality  meat  in  quantity  if  the  opportunity  presented 
itself.  No  university,  church,  women’s  shelter  or  public  swimming  pool  would  be  safe 
from  here  on  in. 


